CUT-GLASS                            X77
bearing the words, " In honour of the arrival of a great
pianist*" According to the Indian custom of greeting
distinguished guests, the Prince pkced the garland
round Olga remarking with great friendliness and
charm, " I hope you'll play whenever you feel inclined.
You'll disturb nobody, for Mr. and Mrs.West's rooms are
on the far side of the roof terrace. There's no one in
this wing beside yourself and the Indian servants who'll
look after you, and they could sleep through a
bombardment."
During this little speech, a fair skinned lad entered.
Bowing to the ground, he stood with bent head, and hands
clasped, in token of submission.
** Excuse me one moment while I speak to my A.D.G,"
said the Maharaja.
The lad whispered some words in Persian which, of
course, neither the Wests not Olga could understand.
At die Maharaja's suggestion, the Wests then strolled
across the roof garden to their apartments where,, after
garlanding them, the ruler withdrew in order, so he said,
to attend to an urgent affair of State,
As she was aching to try the piano, Olga went to her
sitting-room, while the Wests commenced to supervise
their unpacking. To her delight, she found the instru-
ment in tune.
While she was playing some opening chords, Durrant
entered. " Welcome to Ghanapur," he said. " How
good it is to see you again!" and he shook Olga warmly
by the hand. " I'm terribly sorry not to have been at
Kotibagh to meet you this morning, as I intended, but
some cables arrived, just as I was starting for the station*
and I had to remain behind to decode them. Tm looking
forward immensely to your playing, and to resuming our
ft>1fcg that I so much enjoyed on board ship."
<f You'll have to sing, too."
" Til do so with pleasure now that Fve so inspiring an
accompanist."
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